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MY earliest recollection is of standing at my

father’s gateway in Augusta, Georgia, when I
was four years old, and hearing some one pass and say
that Mr. Lincoln was elected and there was to be war.
Catching the intense tones of his excited voice, I remem-
ber running in to ask my father what it meant. What
it meant, you need not be told. What it meant, we
shall not here to-day dwell upon. We shall rather turn
away from those scenes of struggle and of unhappy
fraternal strife, and recall what has happened since to
restore our balance, to remind us of the permanent
issues of history, to make us single-hearted in our love
of America, and united in our purpose for her ad-
vancement. We are met here to-day to recall the
character and achievements of a man who did not
stand for strife, but for peace, and whose glory it was
to win the affection alike of those whom he led and
of those whom he opposed, as indeed a2 man and a king
among those who mean the right.

It is not necessary that I should rehearse for you the
life of Abraham Lincoln. It has been written in every
school book. It has been rehearsed in every family.
It were to impeach your intelligence if I were to tell
you the story of his life. I would rather attempt to
expound for you the meaning of his life, the signifi-
cance of his singular and unique career.
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It is a very long century that separates us from the
year of his birth. The nineteenth century was crowded
with many significant events,—it seems to us in Amer-
ica as if it were more crowded with significant events
for us than for any other nation in the world,—and
that far year 1809 stands very near its opening, when
men were only beginning to understand what was in
store for them. It was a significant century, not only
in the field of politics but in the field of thought. Do
you realize that modern science is not older than the
middle of the last century? Modern science came into
the world to revolutionize our thinking and our mate-
rial enterprises just about the time that Mr. Lincoln
was uttering those remarkable debates with Mr. Doug-
las. The struggle which determined the life of the
Union came just at the time when a new issue was
joined in the field of thought, and men began to recon-
struct their conceptions of the universe and of their
relation to nature, and even of their relation to God.
There is, I believe, no more significant century in the
history of man than the nineteenth century, and its
whole sweep is behind us.

That year 1809 produced, as you know, a whole
group of men who were to give distinction to its an-
nals in many fields of thought and of endeavor. To
mention only some of the great men who were born in
1809: the poet Tennyson was born in that year, our
own poet Edgar Allan Poe, the great Sherman, the
great Mendelssohn, Chopin, Charles Darwin, William
E. Gladstone, and Abraham Lincoln. Merely read that
list and you are aware of the singular variety of gifts
and purposes represented. Tennyson was, to my think-
ing, something more than a poet. We are apt to be so
beguiled by the music of his verse as to suppose that
its charm and power lie in its music; but there is some-
thing about the poet which makes him the best inter-
preter, not only of life, but of national purpose, and
there is to be found in Tennyson a great body of inter-
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pretation which utters the very voice of Anglo-Saxon
liberty. That fine line in which he speaks of how Eng-
lish liberty has “broadened down from precedent to
precedent” embodies the noble slowness, the very proc-
ess and the very certainty, of the forces which made
men politically free in the great century in which he
wrote. He was a master who saw into the heart of
affairs, as well as a great musician who seemed to
give them the symphony of sound.

And then there was our own Poe, that exquisite
workman in the human language, that exquisite artisan
in all the nice effects of speech, the man who dreamed
all the odd dreams of the human imagination, and who
quickened us with all the singular stories that the mind
can invent, and did it all with the nicety and certainty
of touch of the consummate artist.

And then there were Chopin and Mendelssohn, whose
music constantly rings in our ears and lifts our spirits
to new sources of delight. And there was Charles
Darwin, with an insight into nature next to Newton’s
own; and Gladstone, who knew how to rule men by
those subtle forces of oratory which shape the history
of the world and determine the relations of nations
to each other.

And then our Lincoln. When you read that name
you are at once aware of something that distinguished
it from all the rest. There was in each of those other
men some special gift, but not in Lincoln. You cannot
pick Lincoln out for any special characteristic. He
did not have any one of those peculiar gifts that the
other men on this list possessed. He does not seem
to belong in a list at all; he seems to stand unique and
singular and complete in himself. The name makes the
same impression upon the ear that the name of Shake-
speare makes, because it is as if he contained a world
within himself. And that is the thing which marks the
singular stature and nature of this great—and, we would
fain believe, typical—American. Because when you
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try to describe the character of Lincoln you seem to
be trying to describe a great process of nature. Lin-
coln seems to have been of general human use and not
of particular and limited human use. There was no
point at which life touched him that he did not speak
back to it instantly its meaning. There was no affair
that touched him to which he did not give back life,
as if he had communicated a spark of fire to kindle
it. The man seemed to have, slumbering in him, pow-
ers which he did not exert of his own choice, but which
woke the moment they were challenged, and for which
no challenge was too great or comprehensive.

You know how slow, how almost sluggish the devel-
opment of the man was. You know how those who con-
sorted with him in his youth noted the very thing of
which I speak. They would have told you that Abra-
ham Lincoln was good for nothing in particular; and
the singular fact is he was good for nothing in particu-
lar—he was good for everything in general. He did
not narrow and concentrate his power, because it was
meant to be diffused as the sun itself. And so he went
through his youth like a man who has nothing to do,
like a man whose mind is never halted at any point
where it becomes serious, to seize upon the particular
endeavor or occupation for which it is intended. He
went from one sort of partial success to another sort
of partial success, or, as his contemporaries would have
said, from failure to failure, until—not until he found
himself, but until, so to say, affairs found him, and
the crisis of a country seemed suddenly to match the
universal gift of his nature; until a great nature was
summed up, not in any particular business or activity,
but in the affairs of a whole country. It was charac-
teristic of the man.

Have you ever looked at some of those singular
statues of the great French sculptor Rodin—those pieces
of marble in which only some part of a figure is re-
vealed and the rest is left in the hidden lines of the
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marble itself; where there emerges the arm and the
bust and the eager face, it may be, of a man, but his
body disappears in the general bulk of the stone, and
the lines fall off vaguely? I have often been made to
think, in looking at those statues, of Abraham Lincoln.
There was a little disclosed in him, but not all. You
feel that he was so far from being exhausted by the
demands of his life that more remained unrevealed
than was disclosed to our view. The lines run off into
infinity and lead the imagination into every great con-
jecture. We wonder what the man might have done,
what he might have been, and we fecl that there was
more promise in him when he died than when he was
born; that the force was so far from being exhausted
that it had only begun to display itself in its splendor
and perfection. No man can think of the life of Lin-
coln without feeling that the man was cut off almost
at his beginning.

And so it is with every genius of this kind, not singu-
lar, but universal, because there were uses to which it
was not challenged. You feel that there is no telling
what it might have done in days to come, when there
would have been new demands made upon its strength
and upon its versatility. He is like some great reser-
voir of living water which you can freely quaff but can
never exhaust. There is something absolutely endless
about the lines of such a life.

And you will see that that very fact renders it diffi-
cult indeed to point out the characteristics of a man like
Lincoln. How shall you describe general human na-
ture brought to its finest development >—for such was
this man. We say that he was honest : men used to call
him “Honest Abe.” But honesty is not a quality. Hon-
esty is the manifestation of character. Lincoln was
honest because there was nothing small or petty about
him, and only smallness and pettiness in a nature can
produce dishonesty. Such honesty is a quality of large-
ness. It is that openness of nature which will not conde-
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scend to subterfuge, which is too big to conceal itself.
Little men run to cover and deceive you. Big men can-
not and will not run to cover, and do not deceive you.
Of course, Lincoln was honest. But that was not a pe-
culiar characteristic of him; that is a general descrip-
tion of him. He was not small or mean, and his hon-
esty was not produced by any calculation, but was the
genial expression of the great nature that was behind it.

Then we also say of Lincoln that he saw things with
his own eyes. And it is very interesting that we can
pick out individual men to say that of them. The op-
posite of the proposition is, that most men see things
with other men’s eyes. And that is the pity of the
whole business of the world. Most men do not see
things with their own eyes. If they did they would
not be so inconspicuous as they consent to be. What
most persons do is to live up to formulas and opinions
and believe them, and never give themselves the trou-
ble to ask whether they are true or not; so that there
is a great deal of truth in saying that the trouble is,
that men believe so many things that are not so, because
they have taken them at second hand; they have ac-
cepted them in the form they were given to them. They
have not reéxamined them. They have not seen the
world with their own eyes. But Lincoln saw it with
his own eyes. And he not only saw the surface of it,
but saw beneath the surface of it; for the characteristic
of the seeing eye is that it is a discerning eye, seeing
also that which is not caught by the surface; it penetrates
to the heart of the subjects it looks upon. Not only did
this man look upon life with a discerning eye. If you
read of his youth and of his early manhood, it would
seem that these were his only and sufficient pleasures.
Lincoln seemed to covet nothing from his business ex-
cept that it would give him leisure enough to do this
very thing—to look at other people; to talk about
them; to sit by the stove in the evening and discuss poli-
tics with them; to talk about all the things that were
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going on, to make shrewd, penetrating comments upon
them, to speak his penetrating jests.

I had a friend once who said he seriously thought
that the business of life was conversation. There is a
good deal of Mr. Lincoln’s early life which would indi-
cate that he was of the same opinion. He believed that,
at any rate, the most attractive business of life was
conversation; and conversation, with Lincoln, was an
important part of the business of life, because it was
conversation which uncovered the meanings of things
and illuminated the hidden places where nobody but
Lincoln had ever thought of looking.

You remember the very interesting story told about
Mr. Lincoln in his early practice as a lawyer. Some
business firm at a distance wrote to him and asked him
to look into the credit of a certain man who had asked
to have credit extended to him by the firm. Mr. Lin-
coln went around to see the man at his place of busi-
ness, and reported to this effect: that he had found the
man in an office which contained one table and two
chairs. “But,” he added, “there is a hole in the corner
that would bear looking into.”” ‘That anecdote, slight
as it is, is typical of Mr. Lincoln. He sometimes found
the character of the man lurking in a hole; and when
his speech touched that character it was illuminated;
you could not frame otherwise a better characteriza-
tion. That seemed to be the business of the man’s
life; to look at things and to comment upon them; and
his comment upon them was just as fearless and just
as direct as it was shrewd and penetrating.

I know some men can see anything they choose to
see, but they won’t say anything; who are dried up at
the source by that enemy of mankind which we call
Caution. God save a free country from cautious men,—
men, | mean, cautious for themselves,—for cautious
men are men who will not speak the truth if the speak-
ing of it threatens to damage them. Caution is the
confidential agent of selfishness.
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This man had no caution. He was absolutely direct
and fearless. You will say that he had very little
worldly goods to lose. He did not allow himself to be
encumbered by riches, therefore he could say what he
pleased. You know that men who are encumbered by
riches are apt to be more silent than others. They
have given hostages to fortune, and for them it is very
necessary to maintain the status quo. Now, Mr. Lin-
coln was not embarrassed in this way. A change of
circumstances would suit him just as well as the perma-
nency of existing circumstances. But [ am confident that
if Mr. Lincoln had had the gift of making money, he
nevertheless would not have restrained his gift for say-
ing things; that he nevertheless would not have ig-
nored the trammels and despised caution and said what
he thought. But one interesting thing about Mr. Lin-
coln is that no matter how shrewd or penetrating his
comment, he never seemed to allow a matter to grip
him. He seemed so directly in contact with it that he
could define things other men could not define; and yet
he was detached. He did not look upon 1t as if he were
part of it. And he was constantly salting all the de-
lightful things that he said, with the salt of wit and
humour.

[ would not trust a saturnine man, but I would trust
a wit; because a wit is a man who can detach himself,
and not get so buried in the matter he is dealing with
as to lose that sure and free movement which a man can
have only when he is detached. If a man can com-
ment upon his own misfortunes with a touch of humour,
you know that his misfortunes are not going to subdue
or kill him. You should try to instill into every dis-
tressed friend the inclination to hold himself off at
arm’s length, and should assure him that, after all, there
have been worse cases on record. Mr. Lincoln was
not under the impression that his own misfortunes were
unique, and he was not under the impression that the
misfortunes of his fellow-men were unique or unalter-
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able. Therefore he was detached; therefore he was
a wit; therefore he told you a story to show that he
was not so intense upon a matter that he could not
recognize the funny side of it.

Not only that, but Lincoln was a singularly studious
man-—not studious in the ordinary conventional sense.
To be studious in the ordinary, conventional sense, if I
may judge by my observation at a university, is to do
the things you have to do and not understand them
particularly. But to be studious, in the sense in which
Mr. Lincoln was studious, is to follow eagerly and fear-
lessly the curiosity of a mind which will not be satisfied
unless it understands. That is a deep studiousness;
that is the thing which lays bare the map of life and
enables men to understand the circumstances in which
they live, as nothing else can do.

And what commends Mr. Lincoln’s studiousness to
me is that the result of it was he did not have any
theories at all. Life is a very complex thing. No the-
ory that I ever heard propounded will match its varied
pattern; and the men who are dangerous are the men
who are not content with understanding, but go on to
propound theories, things which will make a new pattern
for society and a new model for the universe. Those
are the men who are not to be trusted. Because, al-
though you steer by the North Star, when you have lost
the bearings of your compass, you nevertheless must
steer in a pathway on the sea,—you are not bound for
the North Star. The man who insists upon his theory
insists that there is a way to the North Star, and I
know, and every one knows, that there is not—at least
none yet discovered. Lincoln was one of those de-
lightful students who do not seek to tie you up in the
meshes of any theory.

Such was Mr. Lincoln,—not a singular man; a very
normal man, but normal in gigantic proportions,—the
whole character of him is on as great a scale—and yet
so delightfully informal in the way it was put together
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—as was the great frame in which he lived. That great,
loose-jointed, angular frame that Mr. Lincoln inhabited
was a very fine symbol of the big, loose-jointed, genial,
angular nature that was inside; angular, not in the
sense of having sharp corners upon which men might
wound themselves, but angular as nature is angular.
Nature is not symmetrical like the Renaissance archi-
tecture. Nature is an architect who does not, in the
least, mind putting a very different thing on one side
from what it has put on the other. Your average
architect wants to balance his windows; to have con-
sistency and balance in the parts. But nature is not
interested in that. Nature does what it pleases, and so
did the nature of Lincoln. It did what it pleased, and
was no more conventionalized and symmetrical than
the body of the man himself.

Mr. Lincoln belonged to a type which 1s fast disap-
pearing, the type of the frontiersman. And he be-
longed to a process which has almost disappeared from
this country. Mr. Lincoln seemed slow in his develop-
ment, but when you think of the really short span of
his life and the distance he traversed in the process
of maturing, you will see that it cannot be said to have
been a slow process. Mr. Lincoln was bred in that
part of the country—this part, though we can hardly
conceive it now—where States were made as fast as
men. Lincoln was made along with the States that were
growing as fast as men were. States were born and
came to their maturity, in that day, within the legal
limit of twenty-one years, and the very pressure of that
rapid change, the very imperious necessity of that quick
process of maturing, was what made and moulded men
with a speed and in a sort which have never since been
matched. Here were the processes of civilization and
of the building up of polities crowded into a single
generation; and where such processes are crowded, men
grow. Men could be picked out in the crude, and, if
put in that crucible, could be refined out in a single gen-
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eration into pure metal. That was the process which
made Mr. Lincoln. We could not do it that way again,
because that period has passed forever with us.

Mr. Lincoln could not have been born at any other
time and he could not have been made in any other
way. I took the liberty of saying in New York the
other day that it was inconceivable that Mr. Lincoln
could have been born in New York. I did not intend
thereby any disparagement of New York, but simply
to point the moral that he could not have been born
in a finished community. He had to be produced in a
community that was on the make, in the making. New
York is on the make, but it is not in the making.

Mr. Lincoln, in other words, was produced by proc-
esses which no longer exist anywhere in America, and
therefore we are solemnized by this question: Can we
have other Lincolns? We cannot do without them.
This country is going to have crisis after crisis. God
send they may not be bloody crises, but they will be
intense and acute. No body politic so abounding in life
and so puzzled by problems as ours is can avoid moving
from crisis to crisis. We must have the leadership of
sane, genial men of universal use like Lincoln, to save
us from mistakes and give us the necessary leadership
in such days of struggle and of difficulty. And yet, such
men will hereafter have to be produced among us by
processes which are not characteristically American,
but which belong to the whole world.

There was something essentially native, American,
about Lincoln; and there will, no doubt, be something
American about every man produced by the processes
of America; but no such distinguished process as the
process, unique and separate, of that early age can be
repeated for us.

It seems to me serviceable, therefore, to ask our-
selves what it is that we must reproduce in order not
to lose the breed, the splendid breed, of men of this
calibre. Mr. Lincoln we describe as “a man of the
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people,” and he was a man of the people, essentially.
But what do we mean by a “‘man of the people”? We
mean a man, of course, who has his rootage deep in the
experiences and the consciousness of the ordinary mass
of his fellow-men; but we do not mean a man whose
rootage is holding him at their level. We mean a man
who, drawing his sap from such sources, has, never-
theless, risen above the level of the rest of mankind and
has got an outlook over their heads, seeing horizons
which they are too submerged to see; a man who finds
and draws his inspiration from the common plane, but
nevertheless has lifted himself to a new place of out-
look and of insight; who has come out from the people
and is their leader, not because he speaks from their
ranks, but because he speaks for them and for their
interests.
Browning has said:

“A Nation is but the attempt of many

To rise to the completer life of one;

And they who live as models for the mass
Are singly of more value than they all.”

Lincoln was of the mass, but he was so lifted and
big that all men could look upon him, until he became
the “‘model for the mass’ and was “singly of more value
than they all.”

It was in that sense that Lincoln was ‘“‘a man of the
people.” His sources were where all the pure springs
are, but his streams flowed down into other country and
fertilized other plains, where men had become sophisti-
cated with the life of an older age.

A great nation is not led by a man who simply re-
peats the talk of the street-corners or the opinions of
the newspapers. A nation is led by a man who hears
more than those things; or who, rather, hearing those
things, understands them better, unites them, puts them
into a common meaning; speaks, not the rumors of
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the street, but a new principle for a new age; a man
in whose ears the voices of the nation do not sound
like the accidental and discordant notes that come from
the voice of a mob, but concurrent and concordant like
the united voices of a chorus, whose many meanings,
spoken by melodious tongues, unite in his understanding
in a single meaning and reveal to him a single vision,
so that he can speak what no man else knows, the
common meaning of the common voice. Such is the
man who leads a great, free, democratic nation.

We must always be led by “men of the people,” and
therefore it behooves us to know them when we see
them. How shall we distinguish them? Judged by this
man, interpreted by this life, what is a “man of the
people”? How shall we know him when he emerges to
our view?

Well, in the first place, it seems to me that a man of
the people is a man who sees affairs as the people see
them, and not as a man of particular classes or the pro-
fessions sees them. You cannot afford to take the ad-
vice of a man who has been too long submerged in a
particular profession,—not because you cannot trust
him to be honest and candid, but because he has been
too long immersed and submerged, and through the in-
evitable pressure and circumstances of his life has come
to look upon the nation from a particular point of view.
The man of the people is a man who looks far and wide
upon the nation, and is not limited by a professional
point of view. That may be a hard doctrine; it may
exclude some gentlemen ambitious to lead: but I am
not trying to exclude them by any arbitrary dictum of
my own; I am trying to interpret so much as I under-
stand of human history, and if human history has ex-
cluded them, you cannot blame me. Human history has
excluded them, as far as I understand it, and that is
the end of the matter. I am not excluding them. In
communities like ours, governed by general opinion and
not led by classes, not dictated to by special interests,



96 COLLEGE AND STATE

they are of necessity excluded. You will see that it
follows that a man of the people is not subdued by any
stuff of life that he has happened to work in; that he
is free to move in any direction his spirit prompts. Are
you not glad that Mr. Lincoln did not succeed too
deeply in any particular calling; that he was sufficiently
detached to be lifted to a place of leadership and to be
used by the whole country? Are you not glad that he
had not narrowed his view and understanding to any
particular interest,~—did not think in the terms of in-
terest but in the terms of life? Are you not glad that
he had a myriad of contacts with the growing and ve-
hement life of this country, and that, because of that
multiple contact, he was, more than any one else of his
generation, the spokesman of the general opinion of
his country?

Why was it that Mr. Lincoln was wiser than the
professional politicians? Because the professional poli-
ticians had burrowed into particular burrows and Mr.
Lincoln walked on the surface and saw his fellow-men.

Why could Mr. Lincoln smile at lawyers and turn
away from ministers? Because he had not had his con-
tact with life as a lawyer has, and he had not lec-
tured his fellow-men as a minister has. He was de-
tached from every point of view and therefore superior,
—at any rate in a position to becoming superior,—to
every point of view. You must have a man of this
detachable sort.

Moreover, you must not have a man, if he is to be
a man of the people, who is standardized and conven-
tionalized. Look to it that your communities, your
great cities, do not impose too arbitrary standards upon
the men whom you wish to use. Do not reduce men
to standards. Let them be free. Do not compel them
by conventions. Let them wear any clothes they please
and look like anything they choose; let them do anything
that a decent and an honest man may do without criti-
cism; do not laugh at them because they do not look
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like you, or talk like you, or think like you. They are
freer for that circumstance, because, as an English
writer has said: “You may talk of the tyranny of Nero
and Tiberius, but the real tyranny is the tyranny of
your nextldoor neighbour. There is no tyranny like the
tyranny of being obliged to be like him,”—of being con-
sidered a very singular person if you are not; of having
men shrug their shoulders and say, “Singular young
man, sir, singular young man; very gifted, but not to
be trusted.” Not to be trusted because unlike your
own trustworthy self] You must take your leaders in
every time of difficulty from among absolutely free men
who are not standardized and conventionalized, who
are at liberty to do what they think right and what they
think true; that is the only kind of leadership you can
afford to have.

And then, last and greatest characteristic of all, a
man of the people is a man who has felt that unspoken,
that intense, that almost terrifying struggle of human-
ity, that struggle whose object is, not to get forms of
government, not to realize particular formulas or make
for any definite goal, but simply to live and be free.
He has participated in that struggle; he has felt the
blood stream against the tissue; he has known anxiety;
he has felt that life contained for him nothing but
effort, effort from the rising of the sun to the going
down of it. He has, therefore, felt beat in him, if he
had any heart, a universal sympathy for those who
struggle, a universal understanding of the unutterable
things that were in their hearts and the unbearable bur-
dens that were upon their backs. A man who has that
vision, of how—

“Now touching good, now backward hurled,
Toils the indomitable world”—

a man like Lincoln—understands. His was part of the
toil; he had part and lot in the struggle; he kncw the
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uncertainty of the goal mankind had but just touched
and from which they had been back; knew that the
price of life is blood, and that no man who goes jauntily
and complacently through the world will ever touch the
springs of human action. Such a man with such a con-
sciousness, such a universal human sympathy, such a uni-
versal comprehension of what life means, is your man
of the people, and no one else can be.

What shall we do? It always seems to me a poor
tribute to a great man who has been great in action, to
spend the hours of his praise by merely remembering
what he was; and there is no more futile eulogy than
attempted imitation. It is impossible to imitate Lin-
coln, without being Lincoln; and then it would not be
an imitation. It is impossible to reproduce the char-
acters, as it is impossible to reproduce the circumstances
of a past age. That ought to be a truism; that ought
to be evident. We live, and we have no other choice,
in this age, and the tasks of this age are the only tasks
to which we are asked to address ourselves. We are
not asked to apply our belated wisdom to the problems
and perplexities of an age that is gone. We must have
timely remedies, suitable for the existing moment. If
that be true, the only way in which we can worthily cele-
brate a great man is by showing to-day that we have not
lost the tradition of forte which made former ages great,
that we can reproduce them continuously in a kind of
our own. You elevate the character of a man like Lin-
coln for his fellow-men to gaze upon, not as if it were
an unattainable height, but as one of those conspicuous
objects which men erect to mark the long lines of a
survey, so that when they top the next hill they shall
see that mark standing there where they have passed,
not as something to daunt them, but as a high point
by which they can lengthen and complete their measure-
ments and make sure of their ultimate goal and achieve-
ment. That is the reason we erect the figures of men
like this to be admired and looked upon, not as if we
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were men who walk backward and deplore the loss of
such figures and of such ages, but as men who keep
such heights in mind and walk forward, knowing that
the goal of the age is to scale new heights and to do
things of which their work was a mere foundation, so
that we shall live, like every other living thing, by re-
newal. We shall not live by recollection, we shall not
live by trying to recall the strength of the old tissue,
but by producing a new tissue. The process of life is a
process of growth, and the process of growth is a proc-
ess of renewal; and it is only in this wise that we shall
face the tasks of the future.

The tasks of the future call for men like Lincoln
more audibly, more imperatively, than did the tasks of
the time when civil war was brewing and the very ex-
istence of the Nation was in the scale of destiny. For
the things that perplex us at this moment are the things
which mark, I will not say a warfare, but a division
among classes; and when a nation begins to be divided
into rival and contestant interests by the score, the time
is much more dangerous than when it is divided into only
two perfectly distinguishable interests, which you can
discriminate and deal with. If there are only two sides
I can easily make up my mind which side to take, but
if there are a score of sides then I must say to some
man who is not immersed, not submerged, not caught
in this struggle, “Where shall I go? What do you
see? What is the movement of the mass? Where are
we going? Where do you propose you should go?”
It i1s then I need a man of the people, detached from
this struggle yet cognizant of it all, sympathetic with
it all, saturated with it all, to whom I can say, “How
do you sum it up, what are the signs of the day, what
does the morning say, what are the tasks that we must
set our hands to?” We should pray, not only that we
should be led by such men, but also that they should
be men of the particular sweetness that Lincoln pos-

sessed.
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The most dangerous thing you can have in an age like
this is a man who is intense and hot. We have heat
enough; what we want is light. Anybody can stir up
emotions, but who is master of men enough to take the
saddle and guide those awakened emotions? Anybody
can cry a nation awake to the necessities of reform, but
who shall frame the reform but a man who is cool, who
takes his time, who will draw you aside for a jest, who
will say: ‘“Yes, but not to-day, to-morrow; let us see
the other man and see what he has to say; let us hear
everybody, let us know what we are to do. In the
meantime I have a capital story for your private ear.
Let me take the strain off, let me unbend the steel.
Don’t let us settle this thing by fire but let us settle
it by those cool, incandescent lights which show its real
nature and color.”

The most valuable thing about Mr. Lincoln was
that in the midst of the strain of war, in the midst of
the crash of arms, he could sit quietly in his room and
enjoy a book that led his thoughts oft from everything
American, could wander in fields of dreams, while every
other man was hot with the immediate contest. Always
set your faith in a man who can withdraw himself, be-
cause only the man who can withdraw himself can see
the stage; only the man who can withdraw himself can
see affairs as they are.

And so the lesson of this day is faith in the common
product of the nation; the lesson of this day is the fu-
ture as well as the past leadership of men, wise men,
who have come from the people. We should not be
Americans deserving to call ourselves the fellow-coun-
trymen of Lincoln if we did not feel the compulsion
that his example lays upon us-—the compulsion, not to
heed him merely but to look to our own duty, to live
every day as if that were the day upon which America
was to be reborn and remade; to attack every task as
if we had something here that was new and virginal
and original, out of which we could make the very stuft



COLLEGE AND STATE 101

of life, by integrity, faith in our fellow-men, wherever
it is deserved, absolute ignorance of any obstacle that
is insuperable, patience, indomitable courage, insight,
universal sympathy,—with that programme opening
our hearts to every candid suggestion, listening to all

the voices of the nation, trying to bring in a new day
of vision and of achievement,



